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it ; at another, I begin to practise old ones, though I know them
through and through ; I practise them more diligently, more mi-
nutely, I toil and toil at them — My friend, my confidant, what a
ton-id task is it to tear away one's thoughts from oneself! My
reason suffers, my train is racked and strained : to save myself
from madness I again admit the feeling that I love him. Yes, I
love him, I love him!" cried she with a shower of tears; "Hove
"Him., I shall die loving him!"
He took her by the hand, and entreated her in the most earnest
manner not to waste herself in such self-torments. "0, it seems
hard," said he, "that not only so much that is impossible should
be denied us, but so much also that is possible. It was not your
lot to meet with a faithful heart that would have formed your per-
fect happiness. It was mine to fix the welfare of my life upon a
hapless creature, whom by the weight of my fidelity I drew to the
bottom like a reed, perhaps even broke in pieces !"
He had told Aurelia of his intercourse with Mariana, and could
therefore now refer to it. She looked him intently in the face, and
asked : " Can you say that you never yet betrayed a woman, that
you never tried with thoughtless gallantry, with false asseverations,
with cajoling oaths, to wheedle favour from her ?"
, "I can," said Wilhelm, " and indeed without much vanity;
my life has been so simple and sequestered, I have had but few
enticements to attempt such things. And what a warning, my
beautiful, my noble friend, is this melancholy state in which I see
you! Accept of me a vow, which is suited to my heart ; which,
under the emotion you have caused me, has settled into words and
shape, and will be hallowed by the hour in which I utter it : Each
transitory inclination I will study to withstand; and even the most
earnest I will keep within my bosom; no woman shall receive an
acknowledgment of love from my lips, to whom I cannot consecrate
my life!"
She looked at him with a wild indifference ; and drew back
some steps as he offered her his hand. " 'Tis of no moment !"
cried she: "so many women's tears more or fewer; the ocean will
not swell by reason of them. And yet," continued she, "among
thousands one woman saved; that still is something: among thou-
sands one honest man discovered; this is not to be refused. Do
you know then what you promise?"
"I know it," answered Wilhelm with a smile, and holdin^
out. his hand.

